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Metzel pretended not to hear, but as he stood,
shuffling from foot to foot, his heart ached with bitter
humiliation. To know that there was something" in
these taunts, cruel as they were, only tended to make
his sufferings more acute. He looked about him
helplessly, feeling himself to be the village fool, the
village coward, the despised of all.

There was one woman who took no part in this
unseemly behaviour. She was looking at Joseph as
no other woman looked. Her cheeks were flushed
with shame at the coarse jibes she heard on every
hand. She carried a fire lily freshly gathered from
the fields that morning.

"Joseph Metzel," she said suddenly, <c come here,
I want you."

Metzel stepped out of the ranks. The men had
stopped talking and laughing. Could this be the
beautiful Roselle who had spoken ? What could she
want with the miserable Metzel, the coward Mefczel,
who had not the heart to fight for his country ?

^For you,^ said Roselle, thrusting the fire lily in
MetzeVs coat. " The others may mock you, Joseph,
but I do not. For long I have secretly loved you.
Now I wish you to know my secret because I want
my love to make you strong."

She uttered these words in a loud, clear voice, and
the men who heard her stood abashed.  Roselle,
acknowledged by all to be the most beautiful girl in
the village, one who, with a high hand, had sent